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SEARCHING THE YAULTS. 


" Notwithstanding the fact of no practical benefit having hitherto resulted, the vaults and cellars attached to the Mildeweries were searched this year in 
the usual manner on the eve of the Fifth. On this occasion Poor Pa did really meet with an adventure. Poor Ma, you must know, always accompanies Papa on 
his annual crawl after conspirators, armed with the family blunderbuss. Since her illness, her nerves have been completely wrecked, and a slight noise in the 
Jront cellar, occasioned by an unfortunate cat, led to unpleasantness. Papa is now under the doctor’s hands, suffering from an overdose of slugs.’’—Toortsit. 


MORE HARD LUCK. NOT PROVEN. 


—t = 


Own the night of January 27th, 1803, Mrs. Jollie, a lodger 
in a house in Rose Street, Edinburgh, heard between the 
hours of ten and eleven a great noise in the rooms occupied 
by one Robert Wilson, accompanied by cries of “ Murder!” 

She ran out into the passage and heard the cries again, 
which scemed to come from Wilson’s rooms, They were in 
a strong voice, but apparently stifled. She said to her hus- 
band t¢ Wilson was certainly strangling his wife with a 
handkerchief. Other lodgers were present, and it was pro- 
posed that they should knock at Wilson's door; but one 
said it was a serious thing to interfere between man sand 
wife, and presently the people assembled dispersed. Next 
day Wilson informed the neighbours that his wife had died 
in the night, and that when he woke up he found her lying 
dead in bed by his side. : 

Mrs. Smellie, a lodger, entering the room, saw that the 
dead woman's mouth was “blotched and scratched, that 
there were two cuts on her nose, and a blue mark beneath 
her chin. The skin was scratched quite away from the lip, 
but there was no appearance of blvod, and the face appeared 
very clean.” 

Mrs. Betty Mackintosh, another lodger, asked when she 
died, and whether it was about the time the cries of murder 
were heard, Wilson said there had been no cries of murder, 


It's hard luck, for instance, when yonr wife It’s bard luck when, just as you bave lost half your But what about spending five hours in opening a safe, a de , a a 
Niscovers yi st of ki habank suspension, the nurse annouuecs, and finding it contains but fifty shares in the Liberator Robert,” said Mrs. Mackintosh, “ there were dreadful cries 
fm oe tot ene Rees, er ee nis tan als u «Society, and an unpaid water rate? that alarmed the whole house.” Wilson repeated that there 
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had been no cries in his room, and wished that those who thought 
they had heard thera had knocked, Several other persons swore 
they hod heard the cries. and that they came from Wilson's room, 

Mrs. Smeal, another Jodver, saw Drnises, cuts and discoloration 
on the body. Wilson sad his wife had lived happily together until 
recently ; but Mr-. Wilson coll her he had not: been so kind to her 
since she beeanie jealous of him about a woman called Peggy Lees, 
who had lived eighteen months on the same landing, but had lately 
left. Mrs. Wil-on told her that one night, when she was in L 
she heard Peges Lees and her husband, then sitting by the fireside, 

Upon which she started up and said, “If you 

tis house, Ewill not stay another day init.” Upon 
r occasions she suspected she was being poisoned, and 
threw away what had been given her. Ones she bade her husband 
taste some water gruch and he refusing, she cried, * Oh, man! why 
would vou give me that which you would not take yourself?” 

Iwo doctors, Who examined the body, said that, to the best of 
their judgment, the deceased had died a violent death. Wilson, on 
whom all fixed the guilt, earnestly invited medical examination, 
and surrendered himself for trial. The foregoing statements were 
made on behalf of the Crown, and on that of the prisoner a doctor 
was called who said that from the appearances it was impossible 
for anyone to say that the woman had died of strangulation, or 
even that her death had resulted from violence, “but that death 
might or might not have been occasioned by injury done to the 
head, the traces of which the other doctors had found and 
described.” Several witnesses gave the prisoner a very high 
character, and his counsel urged that the story about the woman 
Lees had not been proved, and that although she was among the 
list of witnesses for the prosecution, she had not been called, and 
that (as several witnesses had testified) the wife was an old debili- 
tated woman, likely to die ina few weeks, so there was no motive 
for murdering her even to obtain another at the hazard of life and 
character, that Wilson had shown distress, but no horror at her 
death, and invited inquiry. He urged, too, that the lodgers must 
have been mistaken in the direction from which the sounds came, 
The majority of the jury took these views of this most mysterious 
case, and returned a verdict of * Not precen.” 

* * * * * * 
LAITEST FROM THE INNCUREABILLS, 

thiss iss a rum goc. 

billum an mee iss 2 bed orfle badd. 

that thare beest off a botin iss thee pictur off elth. 

eturn upp regler at the beddsides off iss victims, an sai, pore 
bois, giv em plenti off fissic. 

thenn e sitt an glote. 

iff wee recuvver e will av a warm time. 

( Nert week,” Slaves in London.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
SS 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
ahoulil inclose a stamped enrclope large cnough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Much obliged, Miss LEIGH, for cutting ; What a show it must 
hare been. Yes, of course, it would do, WAROLD, If they're likely 
to be seen. Sorry JACK, your sketches cannot Be acecpted ; lack of 
space Oft compels us to refuse some Quite deserving of a place. It 
is possible, A Reaper, Probable we fancy not. For about another 
shilling, GRILL, you wight hare get the lot, Sorry, FS I., we 
are not Able to assist at all, Any time that you're in torn, WILL, 
Give the Ancient Wreek a_call. — Usciess to us, thank you, 
RUDDIF. Quite a treasure, C, H. WILL8, ALLY'S ts a famous 
lution, MICK, for kerping out the chills. 


— 
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Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
erccpted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d ; 6 months, Ss. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kivsqurs and Jivoksellera’, at 20 centimes, or by 
epoeial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-uf-kin of rye Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 

(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall Aare to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current essue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
HoLiDay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY”™ is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday afternoon at 1 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 1 o'clock the 
Jollowing Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


= 

Patirnt. It's all very well to tell me to go abroad, doctor, but 
where am IJ to get the money from? 

Doctor, Well, you know you won't have me to pay. 

Patient, Oh, yes! that’s all right ; but then you've credit, don't 
you know. Co 


Snawker, Yes. 1 suppose I must expect that kind of thing now 
that I'm poor, Why, even Smith cut me the other day, 
Friend. Did he, indeed?) He was always a sharp fellow. Good 
morning. cre 
* 


At the Youknowwhich Hotel, 
Waiter. Take some soup, sir! 
Customer, \ should be only too glad if I could get some, for I’ve 
had nothing but dish water ever since I've been in the house. 


s 
THE man who's training for a run 
May strive with might and main, 
But he can lick him into fits 
Who's running for a train. 


s 
Jones. Lalways think that a blind person is such a painful sight. 
The O' Flaherty. Shure and that’s only because it’s onnatural. 
Be Jabers! if everybody was blind, ye wouldn't notice it at all, at 


all. ss 
* 


Registrar. To what do you principally attribute your insol- 
vency? 
The Bankrupt. The Church Bazaar they got up in our neigh- 
bourhood. ee [Certificate granted. 
s 


First Oxonian (writing). Dear Dad,—I have to buy a lot more 
books, and—er—er—what else shall [ say?) Oh, yes! some mathe- 
matical instruments, so please send meacheque for—how much 
shall I say /—#£10. : ; 

Second Oxonian, Why, our hotel bill will come to that, old man ; 
you'd better make it £2v. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 497.—The “Sanitary Inspector's” Costume. 


suitable. 


Advertisement ; 
for shirt-fronts.” 


“Wanted, a girl 
This 


ouc seems 


“ SPECIAL !—WINNER !—SPECIAL!” 


She. What a nuizance! my hair is coming down, and I haveu't a single hair- 


pin left. 


crt. 
Brute, Shaul I ring for a clothes-peg, dear ? 
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FANCY R.A. PORTRAITS. 
No. 14.—Eyre(ly ) Crowe. 


riage. 
plural. 


oy 


Jones, Yes, it was asingular mar- 
Smith, Singular? As there 
were too persons, I should say it was 


(Saturday, November 4, 1893. 


Suitor, Hav i 
Bas ave I your permission, sir, to make advances to yo: 
Parent, No, sir; most decidedly not ! 
ee like why, sir?! 
Yurent, Why, sir?) Well, because your uncle ’ 
to make advances to you. : ee ep bas too Henne 
s 


Mra, Nearman, Some razealiy shopman palmed off a Fy. 
penny on me this morning, ie 
Mr, Nearman, Never mind, my dear, itll come in useful + 
morrow at church. It’s collection Sunday, you know. : 
ss 


Buggs. Did your son learn much at college? 
agys, Learn much? Well, rather. Rowing, swearing, dyin’, 
billiards, aud cards. Learn much. did yousuy?) Ah, rather’ 
eo 


= 
HE told her her cheeks were like roses, 
That silver-tongued, flattering fellow. 
Poor creature! she never supposes 
The blossoms he thought of were ycllow. 
ss 


s 
Me Gooseley (smacking his lips). Ol! there's nothing lik: ; 
good whisky, is there, ALLY? 
The Eminent. No; but most of the Fleet Street pubs. have - 
thundering lot of imitations. . ¢ 
s 


uJ THINK, ladies and gentlemen,” said the lecturer, blanit!; 

I've pretty well exhausted that subject.” “And the audien. 

too,” said a man in the back seats, as he groped about for his laut 
ss 


s 
A. J shall marry my danghter to the man she loves, sir, 
J. Ah, yes; but what about the man? 
ss 


= 
Gwendoline Maud. Tell me, dear, what do you use for the com. 
plexion? 
Lilith Ethel (indignantly), Nothing but soap and water. 
Gwendoline Maud. Really ; does that get it off alone? 


Brown, Were you at Lordknowswho's conversazione? 
Proudly. Yes; had a very good time. 
Brown, Oh! I've heard one or two complain it was £0 slow. 
Proud/y. Oh! well, I couldn't talk to every body, you know. 

ss 

a 

First Dear Friend. Oh, dear! I do feel so old to-day. 
Sccond Dear Friend. Yes, dear ; you look it, too. 

ss 


s 
De Boozer (after his sixth go of gin and water). Ob, dear nw! 
Thish ish very bad y'no. Wish 1 could give it up. Do it in a 
moment, if I on'y knew how, 
Lushington, You should shtick to claret, ole man; that'sh how 
I—hic !—keep shober. 8 
* 


Magistrate (te Jucenile Burglar). What did you mean, boy. by 
getting into that gentleman's house through the pantry window ! 
Jurenile Burglar. Please, the door was locked. 


ss 
* 
First Fair Enthusiast. Docsu't the Duke look wonderfully 
handsome ? 
Second Fair Enthusiast, Yes, indeed, he does. Which is he? 
ss 
s 


A JUMBLE strange our language makcs— 
Old Sol, in summer, bakes the baker, 
And death, relentless, overtakes 
The undertaker. » « 
te 


Sweet Young Thing. Look at my new hat. dear! Isn't ita gen? 
And doesn’t it suit me well? 
Sour Young Thing. Yes, indeed. Humph! 1 think Tmiust buy 
one like it for poor old Aunt Tabitha, 
s 
= 
Me Gooseley. He'sh a very good doctor, and he treated me well. 
Me Bigot Naspecae advocate). More shame for him. Why 
don’t you go to a temperance doctor? 
ss 


s 
Bumble. Don't you think that there isa great deal of ne 
written and spoken about women not being able to keep 
I think a woman can keep a secret as well as a inan: don't you! 
Dapper. Well, that depends entirely whether the secret relates 
to herself or to one of her dear friends. 
s 
id 


Simple. Oh, Tottie! let me beg for one sweet kiss—only one! 
Tottie. Will you promise uot to ask me for any more if I let you 
have one! 
Simple. Oh, yes! I swear it! 
Tottie. 1 sha‘n't let you have it then. 
ss 


s 
Biceps. Vhad a row with Blundel last night, and he said I was 
a thief. 
Friend, Did he hurt your feelings? 
Biceps (showing a fist). No; but I hurt his. 
sf 


= 
Anzious Mother, Oh, doctor, what shall 1do?) My little Tony 
has swallowed a whole ounce of arsenic! What shall J do? 
Prudent Doctor. The best thing for you to do, madam, under 
the circumstances, would be to insure him at once in the I’ru- 
dential. ae 
* 


First Farmer, 1 thart thee tould me larst mark’t day that Farmer 
Stubbles were ruined, and had lost arl his cash. 

Second Farmer, Noa; 1 tould thee that he were bankrupt. I 
never said he'd lost noa money. He be too cute for that. 


s 
* 


1n London there's a cooking-maid 
(Now do not laugh, we bez), 
Who's -0 humane she can't persurde 
Herself to beat an egg. 
s 


Prison Visitor, To what do you attribute your sad fate, my poor 
fellow? j 
Burly Burglar. To the blossoming mug wot my pais got ‘old of 
to defend me. guv‘nor, fee 
s 


Ir was either 2 wag or a temperance advocate who secret!* 
removed the two first letters of the inscription, “Glasses Only on 
the door of the saloon bar of a certain public. The landlord ts tut 
at present looking out quite anxiously for him with a double. 
barrelled shot-gun. eee 

- 


She (who has just hooked him after aten years courtship), O. 
Mr. Hangback, this is so—so very sudden! 

Hr, Ye-es, I was afraid you'd say so; but—er—I—I've key! 
silence as long as I could, you know. 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny- 


LARKS! 


Ready November 6th. Sixteen Pages. One Penny. 


““CHRISTMAS' LARKS.” 


Saturday, November 4, 1893. J 
TOOTSIE AT ORURY LANE. 


THERE have been few funnier pictures drawn than that of * The 
hatte of Bosworth Field,” with which John Leech illustrated a 


Captain Chandos: 
ARTHUR Dacre. - 


Norah Hanlan: 
Mus, BERNARD-BEERE. 


ortion of Gilbert A’Beckett’s History of England. We are on the 
tage of a small provincial theatre, and beyond we get a glimpse of 
» very scantily-filled auditorium. Near the footlights King Dick 
wud Richmond are hard at it, whilst the rival armies fraternise 
behind the wings until their turn comes, 

The Dook Snook tells me he has seen some funny battles in his 
time,even at Old Drury ; but Astley’s was the place if you wanted 
rreal screamer, Those were the good old broad-sword days and 
the days of smoke, clouds of it filling all the front and setting 
everyone coughing. . 

sir Aurustus does things on a grand scale when he produces a 
new piece, He starts with a cast of over forty, without counting 
che rank and file and the black chaps; and as for scenery, there 
1+ more of it than you will find in an ordinary pantomime. 

But, not content with this, and meaning to do the very best 
bittle ever done on the stage, he summons to his side specialists 

ud war correspondents, to whom battlefields are everyday occur- 
reneces, and holds with them a council of war. And what a battle 
it is when you get it with its Maxim-Nordenfeldt guns and smoke- 
less powe 
der 3 La 
+ roar and 
rattle there 
is. and how 
the natives 
eatch — it; 
aml how 
exciting is 
the scene 
with the 
leap across 
the chasm 
and the 
building of 
the bridge 
fhe wholk 
of the war 
episodes 
ire most 
realistic, 
and cannot 
fail to de. 
fticht oany 
vudience, 

But there 
are other 
sights to , 
ce in A 
Life of 
Pleasure, 
Viner is 
the lawn at 
Skindle’s, 
at Maiden. 
head, with sloping banks of close-cut ss, and steam-launch 
and boats; and the houseboat, with its lond of pretty girls, 
nioored opposite the woods, with its Chinese lanterns and flowers 
ind niusic, reminding me of times past when everyone was young 
‘ud happy and I didn’t hate Bob. This scene is very beautiful 
snd very life-like,and youcan almost fancy summer has come back 
uclin, and the dear old river season returned, : 

A glimpse of professional and fast life is to be obtained in the 
Meugire Theatre of Varieties, a very amusing scene between a 
jorutit ladv-singer and two rival suitors for her hand, and a 
tiring episode in the promenade, where the heroine flings a glass 
ot champagne at the villain of the piece and very properly gives 
‘inea bit of her mind, 

The play opens with a stirring Irish eviction, and ends with the 
well-earned suicide of the villain. The piece is cleverly constructed, 
ivi s may be judged from what I have said, plenty of variety 

sge Cflect, and it is well played by an uncommonly strong 
company, As the * Oirisi.” heroine, Mrs, Bernard Beere is seen 
lo great advantage, acts splendidly, and wears sume very fetching 
frocks. Miss 
Tauri Linden 
as the Music- 
hall Star, Miss 
Phyllis de Belle- 
ville, has a part 
that suits her 
admirably. 
Arthur Dacre is 
a grand villain, 
who can be cool 
or energetic, ac- 
cording to cir- 
cumstances, 
Harry Nicholls 
has a capital 
character that 
fits him like a 
glove, and his 
scenes go won- 
derfully, Henry 
Neville, too, is 
well suited 
genial an 
manly, Mr. 
Frank Fenton 
looksevery inch 
asoldier, Miss 
Lily Hanbury 
avs well, Mr. 
eo oe 
preeAconiities getsa gi ca 
oe nt ay of fun out of his 
: part, and, in- 
‘eed, all the minor characters are well played, which, indeed, 
Uie names of their representatives would guarantee. ; 

As for the plot, it is crammed with attempted murders ana 
uicides, and a real suicide, and other exciting incidents, and is 
‘ell worth going to see; xo, pray don’t neglect to go and see it. 


Isidore Seasi: 


Captain Danby: 
W. ELTUN. 


H. NICHOLLS, 


Livin Marg Clifford: 
LILY HANBURY. . 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


NOT VERY LACERATING. 
THE summer boarders all had ta’en 
Their seats at Mrs. Stintem’s board, 
When Mrs. Stintein’s look of pain 
They all beheld, ane all deplored. 
They asked her why she grieved, Sire said, 
“Vin sorrowing for the wicked life 
Which for some weeks my son has led— 
His conduct cuts me like a knife!” 
One of the summer boarding men, 
Who'd undertaken—while he stayed— 
To do the carving, there and then 
Held o'er his head a well-worn blide, 
“His conduct cuts you like a knife! 
Pray, mavam, are vou alluding to 
One of your own? “Mf 80, goodwife, 
We rearce can sympathise with you!” 
Se 


A. SLOPER'S ADVICE GRATIS. 


A. SLOPEK was sitting in his sanctum, depressing the bump of 
originality upon his polished cranium, and thinking out the last 
half column of his coming—thev'll certainly come, though good- 
ness knows what will only follow—" CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS,” 
when a middle-nged, fresh-looking, flashy man, a little short of 
hair and breath, stepped in. He took a chair, and, after making 
some remark about the gorgeous surroundings, he snid : 

“SLOPER, my old particular, why don't you invent a new excuse, 
and confer a boon upon sulering humanity?” 

The Crichton of other days said that he didn’t clearly under- 
stand what he meant by a “new excuse”; what did he refer to? 

“Why,” said the man, as he took a cigar belonging to the sub- 
editor off the mantelpiece, “what we want is a new excuse for 
staying out at nights—an excuse that will have the xemblance of 
truth and sincerity. Now, | don't mind telling you, I stop out till 
about half-past eleven or twelve every night, and it’s a good deal 
of wear and tear of my brain making up excuses for my absence— 
different excuses, y'know, so's to keep her fairly amiable.” 

“Ever played the ‘valued-customer-up-from-the-country’ on 
her?” asked A. SLOPER. 

“Oh, lor’, yes !—worn him threadbare.” 

“ Ever tried the Masonic lodge wheeze?” 

“Oh, done brown! [I've played every lodge in London on her, 
till I'm sure she's ceased to believe me—and it's humiliating to a 
sensitive man to be disbelieved, SLOPER. As for the ‘country 
customer,’ I retired from business list year, and since then I have 
been meeting ‘ old-creditors-amongst-my-former-customers,’ until 
my old partner let out tu my wife that [ didn't have anything to 
do. with the ‘old creditors,’ so, for the let six months, I've been 
going to ‘committee-meetings-of-joint-stock-companies’ in which 

don't hold sixpenn’orth of stock. Latterly I played up the 
Imperial Institute, but the wife got to hear that they gave a music- 
hall show there, so that's busted. I've tried everything, but it 
seems to me that all the excuses are exhausted, or the women have 
got on to the scent. 1 do wish somebody like yourself would 
think out a new excuse, and charge a royalty on it; I'd be willing 
to shell out, for one.” 

A. SLOPER put on his most paternal look, and said : 

* Did you ever try telling the truth about your goings on?” 

This, clearly, took him seriously aback. But the old man went 
on: 

“Did you ever tell her right out—and I think the thing might 
work better than letting her sappose this, that aud the other—that 
you had been out mashing a barmaid, or boozing, or playing aman 
tifty-up at billisrds, and throwing yourself on her mercy !" 

“Great Bushby. that’s not bad!” cried the inquirer. “I never 
thought of that. Blowed if 1 don't try it this very night!” 

cd 


* * * * e 

‘Twas noon on the following day, and A. SLoPER, having pulled 
out that half column, was sitting reading Schopenhauer when there 
came a rap at the door softly. and he erted, “come in.” 

The door opened, and the man who wanted an excuse limped in. 
He had acloth tied round his head over one eye, and a piece of 
black court-plaister from his nose down under his ear. SLOPER 
asked him if he'd been “telling the truth and throwing himself on 
her mercy.” Lifting the cloth from over his eye and discovering 
the blackest black eve that ever was, he remarked : 

“Hang you, yes! And.as she seized upon the tongs, she said that I 
should see that the quality of der mercy was not strained. Now 
that’s the best answer—” 

“Let us adjourn to the Spotted Dog,” interrupted A. SLOPER, 
rising; “this is a greater problem than i thought.” 


—_.——__ 


THE CLOSING OF AN OPEN HAND. 


THE barmaid was winsome and fair, 

The bar was of bars the salooniest, 
And, as Wilkins sat wine-bibbing there, 

His chat was the smartest and spooniest. 
* Pledge me, divine one!" he cried. 

“Thanks. I don’t drink!” gentle Phyllis said. 
Wilkins declared, if denied. 

Horrid thoughts suicidal would thrill his head. 
So Phyllis allowed him to treat, 

And “bang went a saxpence’; then presently 
Entered a maid trim and neat, 

Saying, “ Star, sir!” to Wilkins most pleasantly, 
Greedy was Wilkins, and mean, 

Yet (because the neat-handed was eyeing hit, 
And he noted, with prescience keen, 

A fair chance of the fair glorifying him) 
He replied that no Star he would take, 

Yet gave Kitty a coin with pomposity ; 
And thus, for sweet Phyllis’s sake, 

Showed our hero his rare generosity ! 


* * . * 

When Wilkins home landed, his nice 

Little housemaid exclaimed to him, mournfully, 
“The dustman has axed for the price 

Of a harf of four ale, sir!’ Then scornfully 
Wilkins bawled out, “Tl! complain 

To the Press how these dustmen are fretting us 
Householders into our coftins amain, 

And will darned soon succeed in gazetting us!” 


CELTIC FORETHOUGHT. 


A VERY worthy contemporary of McNab‘s was he, and he had 
been invited to become an elder of his kirk. Setting aside all 
higher motives for the moment, he was constrained to ask : 

* An’ what dae they gie an elder o’ the kirk?” 

The meenister frowned slightly, but elle : 

“Kh, mon, ha’ ye nae higher motives than those o° gain?” 

“T ha’,” replied Sandie ; * but I ha’ provident motives as weel.” 

“Eh, then, we jist gic five puns an’ a suit o' claes.” 

“Ay, then I jist dinna mind.” 

And so he was duly elected. And three or four months rolled 
by. and the wintry mists came on, sud that lawful prey, the Briton 
tishing in the Hielands, went back to the South. Then Sandie 
called one day upon the meenister, 

“Ech, meenister, and hoo aboot they suit o’ cles?” 

“What suit?” asked the meenister. 

“They suit o' clacs for the elder.” 

A rare twinkle of fun came into the eyes of the vicarious divine, 
and, poking Sandie in the ribs as he pulled out his snutf-box, he 
chortled : Saree z 

“That was jist in fun. Sandie, jist in fun.” 

Sandie’s eyebrows went up. and his jaw dropped, 

“Oo,ay!) Fun. was it?) Then TP suppose,” he said, “the five pun 
would jist ha’ been fun, too. if T hadua helpit mysel’ oot oF tae 
collection?” Aud the Iieland divine wore a sair, worried look. 


eae 


*TWIXT CUP AND LIP. 


> 


Tr was a September res orntnc. aid dock Harper was broke, 

“Where in the workr ene boca teuner! ” he mused, for the 
fiftieth time. stopyene ise lis 
aimless walk and oor tre 
absenthly down at his boots, 
As he did so he eX perienced 
acsudden thrill, Lwine on 
the pavement at his very fect 
was a handsome and bulky 
Morocco Note-ciuse, ; 

To pick it up. open it, and 
glance round hurriedly was 
Dat natural He was in 
Brunswick Square, and that 
usually deserted aren wore its x 
customary aspect. Two milk- 
men, a cat, and a small bes 
were the only living objects 
in sight. Tremblingly he 
fingered the contents of the 
case, With a singing in’ his 
ears and a half mist) before 
his eyes, and saw — bink 
hotes !—thirty he counted. 
each for ten pounds! They 
were country notes, issued by 
the Loamshire Banking Co. 

“Great Scot—lind Yard!” 
he gasped, “what luck! 
Three hundred pounds! This 
means a big reward! Saved, 
saved!” i 

tushing southwards, he USD 
cannoned violently agai 
passer-by, who, reading a 
mene paper as he walked along, was just turning out of Southamp- 
on Row. 

“I beg your— What. Briggs, old fellow!” panted Harper, 
recognising in the assaulted one a solicitor’s clerk of his acquaint. 
ance. “1 say, here’s ao tind! Just picked it up in Brunswick 
Sqmre. Three hundred quid, my boy !’ 

Mr. Briggs’s rutied plumes were forgotten in the instantly com. 
municated) excitement. “Lucky dog!” he murmured, eagerly 
examining the treasure.‘ Three hundred, as 'm—" He broke 
off abruptly, and 9 peculiar smile hovered round his lips. 

“I'm sorry to inform you, Harper,” he went on, with a slight 
cough, “that these notes are not worth three hundred pence. 
They're simply waste-paper. The Loamshire Banking Company 
suspended payment vesterday—an awful smash up! [ was just 
reading about it in the Ze/eqgraph as you ran into me. See here— 
look for yourself. But stay! Ry Jove, I'd forgotten! That 
advertisement I noticed at breakfast time! The agony column— 

where is it?) Oh, 
here! Look! — 
read ! 

“* Fifty pounds 
reward. Lost 
last evening in 
the — neighbour. 
hood of the Eus- 
ton Road, a mo- 
rocco case con- 
taining three 
hundred pounds 
in notes, Loam- 
shire — Banking 
Co. Numbers 
known and stop- 
ved. Apply to 
Mr. H. Blitherly, 
Charing — Cross 
Hotel.’ 

“It's just pos- 
sible this Mr. 
Blitherly may 
not yet have 
heard of the 
smash up. At 
all events, it's 
your. only 
chance. Quick! 
Make for Char- 
ing Cross!” 

ike arrow 
from bow, his 
dashed hopes 
once more rising, away sped the anxious Harper. But at the 
Charing Cross Hotel another check awaited him. 

“Mr. Blitherly?” said the clerk. “Oh! he’s just gone. Left 
about five minutes ago. He had to catch the eleven-fifteen Scotch 
express from Euston. If you take a hansom you might almost be 
in time to sce him; there's seventeen minutes yet. Don't 
know him by sight? Oh, it’s impossible to mistake him! Very 
tall, old) gentleman, with long white hair and an Inverness 
cape.” 

Northward again, this time hansom borne, the eager Harper fled. 
“Just got cightecnpence to pay the fare.” he muttered, feverishly, 
“T wonder, oh! I wonder if he’s heard /” 

Euston reached, he rushed madly upon the platform. The 
Scotch express was just about to start, 

“This must be him,” burst from his lips as he espied a very tall, 
white-haired, Inverness-caped gentleman on the point of centering 
a first class carriage, “ Mr. a ie 
Blitherly 2?” he gasped, in- ) : 
terrogatively, springing 
forward and hastily touch- 
ing the traveller's arm. 

“Yes,” said the gentle- 
man, turning, Then, see. 
ing the note-case in his 
hand, he exclaimed, eager- 
ly, “Oh, you've found my 
case. How lucky! Fif- 
teen, twenty-five, thirty. 
Yes, that’sright. My dear 
sir, I'm immensely obliged. 
The reward? Certainly. 
Fifty pounds"—and thrust- 
ing his hand into an inner 
pocket, he drew forth a 
roll of notes which he 
poet into the delighted 
darper’s hand. “Ten tives ; 
I know they're right, I've 
just counted them. Once 
more, many thanks! Good- 

ey” 


“Wy 
Lying at his fect. 


Cannoned vivlently against a passer-by. 


The warning whistle 
shrieks, and the express 
glides majestically away. 

“He hadn't heard, then.” 
panted the relieved and 
joyous Harper, wiping 
his moist face. “How 
fortunate! What a—” 

A sudden thought struck him, Ife turned ghastly pale, smote 
his brow wildly. and opened the roll in his hand. daeh of the 
tren firc-pound notes bore the now Jamiliar legend, © Loamshire 
Banking Cac! 


Ne smote his Liow wildly. 


7 OTe, MS VEN Fe prey ee A Nc Tan 
Bia 50 hibit Epi USE ot (ide liphtlnes wes “edhe EE a + neal ae O° AG ae rts acl 


348 


Arnita 


Teacher. Very well. Now, can you tell me the priu- 
cipal productions of Central Africa? 
Student, Explorers, Misa, 


©,°* Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 


of her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 311.—Miss LAURA LAWRENCE. 
“A slave am I to Laura's many charms.” —The Dook Snook, 
“Thrice happy hour when I can call her mine.” —Lord Bud. 
“For a lifelong devotion I crave but a smile.” —The Lion. Billy. 


“1 hope, sir, you will recommend my apartments to 
your friends.” “I don't know about my friends, Mrs, 
Urab ; but I certainly shall to my enemies.” 


1 ;——— 
m eeceenng 


we? 


iu the market. 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


a.) i 
(; ri) || 


He, Pianos for sale, pianos for sale. Pianos seem a regular drug 
She, A drug? Dear me, fancy making physic out of pianos! 


[Saturday, November 4, 1893, 


“Cannot stand t®*°%3 during the eo); 
weather, dear. The girls of our compu, 
are going to strike for warmer garner: 
‘Trousers, at the very least."— Hartract jr, i 
Letter of Youny Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—HUGH J. DIDCOTT, Esq. 


It was at Poverty Corner, and A. SLOPER was in converse with the Polynesian 
Poker Swallower, is talented artiste bites pieces off red-hot pokers and eats them. 
He informed the Eminent that they suggested to the palate devilled hokey-pokey. 
‘The subject of their conversation was A. SLOPER'S all-round gifts. “Mr. SLOPER,” 
said the P. P.8., “with your unbounded talent you should be on at the halls.” A. 
SLOPER, with a modesty that did him credit, most heartily agreed with the P. P. S., 
and gazed with a thoughtful look over at Mr. Hugh J. Didcott's palatial York Road 
branch establishment. The next moment, child of impulse that he is, heeding nut 
the remark of the P. P. S. that red-hot poker swallowing causes a chronic dryness in 
the throat, he had crossed the road and entered the Didcott portals. “My dear 
SLOPER,” cried Mr. Didcott, “this is indeed a pleasant surprise. Now, I suppose 
you've looked in to interview me? Well, in the management of the Trocadero the 
object of Chevalier and myself is to give a very high-class amusement, which will 
include some of the best variety turns and musical sketches, as well as other 
attractive noveltics, and we shall be assisted by some of the ablest artistes in the 
gmusical world, Our opinion is——" “Pardou me,” broke in A. SLOPEK, “vue 


THE ELDER BACKSLIDES. 


moment, Hugh J., dear boy ; amongst the ablest artistes you may inclnde” yours to 
command.” “I don't quite follow you,” observed Mr. Didcott. “No? I will explain. 
1 propose at the Trocadero to appear in a turn which shall cause Vesta Victoria tu 
look to her laurels, which shall make the beautiful Sisters Levey grow green with 
jealousy, which shall cause envy to rankle in the heart of the endearing Rose Dear- 
ing, which shall make that young Peggy Pryde sit up, which shall give Florriv 
Leybourne fits, which shall inake Alcide Capitaine renounce her queendom of thc 
air; and as for dear little Amy Lyster's lovely eyes! well, I'll own I can't show 4 
better pair, still for symmetry of outline mine shall run ‘em close; and as for Maudic 
Leamar, Florrie Heywood, "Lottie Collard——" “You shall do an extra turn to- 
night!” cried Mr. Didcott. And A. SLOPER did, with a sung having the followin. 
chorus ; “Daddy's been and bought me a bow-wow, bow-wow. I have a little flea, 
It’s ow npon my knee, And daddy says I got it from my bow-wow.” “Well, Hurts 
J.," said A. SLOPER, at its conclusion, “how did it go?” “How did it go?” crivt 
Mr. Didcott, with flashing eyes, “the same way that you'll go—elick!" And A. 
SLOPER went, but the manner thereof is hardly necessary to explain. 


(1) The Elier likes freshness—it counteracts the whisky #0 nicely. 


(2) When a boat rushed up, the Meester roared, “ Enjoying hissclf 
again, the scoondril—he forgets his Christian training.” 


(3) And the Elder, sitting on a rail, said, “Shipwrecked again on the 
7 rock 0’ bigotry.” 


saturday, November 4, 1893. } 
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Well. pullel | ‘Paddy s- 
A d 


at BS < “ g “he Carebridece shire 


—— 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Ugh! It’s getting chilly, isn’t it? What with the advent of Guy Fawkes day and the 
lord Mayor's Show in the immediate future it seems as though Winter has got us fairly in its grasp. 
Kut let us to business ; you are impatient for the show, and it ill becomes me to keep you waiting :— 
the long Vacation's o'er at last ; The lawyer's time of ease is past :-—Bolid Bung appears as though 
he knew The value of October brew :—Last week all dogdom had a show At Sydenham, as paps 


PERSONA 


'TWAS EVER THUS. 
“ Beslrew me, may I never rob orchard more if I do love thee 
nut... . Tell me... dost know where, good dame, thy wother 
kecpeth the key o° the jam cupboard?” 


“Ta-ta, old chap. My wife, I feel sure, is waiting for me with 
anxiety.” “And mine with a broomstick |” 


~ ea 
¥ 3 i are 
i alae a LSS 


Muriel. Of course, you understand {t's all off between us, Alfred. I never could marry you now ; 
1 shouki always be fancying yuu like that, 


TRE Tt (cae ae Se ere at ad 
bulb tides, Stet sp hae 


ou know :—On Guy Fawkes day at Mildew Court The boys indulge in fiery sport :—This contest 
lately Glasgow sar, The Irish won the tug of war :—Poor Roberts routed once again, He cannot 
hold his oven, that's plain :—It proved a most exciting racc, And SLOPER'S fancy got first place.— 
That's all I'm able to show you this week, ladies and gentlemen. Quite areal for your money, 
I fancy most of you will admit, Ta-ta!——-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


INGRATA. 
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He, These young people seem very frivolous, 
She. Yes; te wechall improve as we near thirty. 


Yf 
uy 
\ 


Bottle (seeing a corkscrew Jor the first time), Oooh! great jump- 
ing snakes !—I've got ‘cm! Tube me Lome f 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 
ANOTHER REMINDER, 
re, doubcless, many benighted individuils—readers of 
o thiak that that wonderful ‘a’porth, Gaips, has 
been quite sufficiently 
boomed in these col- 
umns, To them, in 
language more ome 
phatic than polite, we 
would wish to ejacu. 
late, * Pooh!" Baht” 
and “Bosh! and all 
the rest of it. [tis im- 
possible to have too 
much of a good thing, 
and no one will gainsay 
that QYuips is even 
more than that. We 
are none of us so 
well provided = with 
good things that we can 
afford to waste ‘em 
when they are thrust 
upon us. But, there, 
we absolutely refuse to 
waste any more spnce 
this week on the sub- 
ject. We prefer to 
trust to the good sense 
of the British Public. 
That they possess 
nlenty of it the wonder. 
ul success attained by 
this paper itself isample 
proof. 


s, 

Weare informed that the Westminster Orchestral Society, on the 
day before the funeral of the late Charles Gounod, forwarded to 
Paris x meogniticent: wreath, with instructions to have it placed 
on his grave. Among the signatures on the scroll attached to the 
wreath were those of Cardinal Vaughan and the Archdeacon of 
London. ‘The Society are to be commended on their promptness 
in paying a last tribute to one who had done so much for music. 
The works of Gounod will be remembered and revered as long as 
the world exists, 7 


THE Mildewed Mound has this day been graciously pleased to 
confer the “ Award of Merit” upon 0. J. STANTON, becauar he's a 
champion boomist. “ Feyther,” chortled the Azure-Orbed sweetly, 
“strikes me it’s a sort o’ feller-feelin’ makin’ yer wondrous kind in 
this cnse, ain't it? ‘cos if ever a cove knew ‘ow to had vertise you——” 
But the ill-timed levity was not permitted to pass unpunished, and 
onceagain Alexandry was removed from the apartment in sections, 


Ir you should be in want of ‘an evening's amusement, and a 
merry one into the bargain, do not fail to patronise the New Oxford 
Musie-hall. The 
entertainment there 
doled out to its 
patrons isa very long 
way above the aver- 
age: so it is not to 
be wondered at that 
the house is crowded 
nightly. Not only 
ure there appearing 
the best of the star 
artistes just now in 
London, but also the 
cream of the Da- 
homey Amazons, 
What a noble body 
of athletic women 
these are, to be sure, 
If our own country- 
women do not turn * 
green, red, blue, and 
all the coloura of the 
rainbow with envy— 
well, they ought to, 
that's all. . 


*. 

It is quite untrue 
that Miss Tottie 
Goodenough’'s 
article, “How to 
Marry into the Peerage” has been accepted for early insertion in 
that really shining ha'porth Larka! The mere fact that the young 
lady ix still singleaffords ample proof that she has no sound know- 
ledge of her difticult subject. *\° 


Ir any of our readers wish to know what A Woman's Rerenge 
really is, we must refer them to the Adelphi. If they are not satis. 
fied with the interpretation placed upon it there, they must indeed 
be hard to please. ee 

s 


CHARLEY MITCHELL is apparently very indignant with the 
Governor of Louisiana for stopping his proposed fight with Corbett. 
It isn’t likely that the sprightly pugilist will get stale from want of 
wactice. As long as there is a helpless old man, or an inoffensive 

armaid to knock down, M itchell will no doubt keep his hand in. 


IF there ix one London theatre more than another that deserves 
patronage, that theatre is undoubtedly the Lyric; and if we were 
asked to men- 
tion a piece that 
should _ attract 
the B. P. by its 
merits alone, we 
should without 
hesitation name 
Little Christo. 
pher Columbus, 
The piece, to use 
an American 
_ phrase, “ia real 
=. fun throughout,” 

Zand should keep 
** the ball rolling 
) at the Lyric 
Theatre for 
many a month 
tocome. To the 
strong company 
engaged in the 
interpretation of 
the piece, of 
course much of 
its success ix 
due, but on the 
authors — them. 
selves, Messrs, 
Sims and 
Raleigh, should 
the chief praise 
be bestowed. 
E. J. Lonnen is good, very good in fact, but when is he otherwise? 
and as for May Yohé—well, she must be seen to be appreciated, 
To only one actress ean we pos-ibly compare her, viz. Nellie 
Farren. and, what is more, Nellie in her palmiest days, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


For paltry narrow-mindedneze, the church bizo's who were 
responsible for the dismissal of the young actress frou her ngage. 
ment to sing at a 
Charing Cross 
church ought to take 
a first prize. The 
young lady 
every satisfaction 
until it was dis- 
covered—oh, horror! 
—that she belonged 
to the theatrical pro- 
fession, sud, more- 
over, had had the 
sinful hardihood to 
accept an engage. 
ment to play at the 
Prince of Wales's. 
An actress in oa 
church choir!—oh, 
the horror of it: 
By -the-by, what 
price the Church 
and Stage G uild? 


= 
THE _ statement 
that the Ball's Pond 
Banditti_ are about 
to found a training 
college for juvenile 
desperadocs desirous 
of adopting — their 
perilous profession 
will be received 
with general alorm, 
Society has suffered 
much from the ruthless gang, as readers of that mammoth ‘comic. 
Lurks! are fully aware, and the prospect therefore of additional 
recruits may well strike terror into the hearts of the very boldest. 


A. SLOPER understands that the Brewers’ Exhibition was this 
year a bigger euccess than ever. Every available inch of ground 
in the mighty Agricultural Hall was occupied. The demand, in 
fact, for space was a long way in excess of the supply. Messrs. 
Dale and Reynolds are to be congratulated on the success attend- 
ing their ctforts. vs 

ae 


A CONTEMPORARY contains an article entitled, “ How London is 
Supplied with Milk.” We always had an idea the New River had 
a good deal to do with it. oe 

s 


No wonder things have reached a crisis in Mashonaland. If 
report spenks truly, which on this particular occasion we believe 
it does, the 
lot of the 
settler must 
have resem- 
bled cloxely 
that of Mr. 
Gilbert's pro- 
verbial po- 
liceman. 
Quite apart 
from their 
depredations 
on cattle and 

roperty, the 

mpis appear 
to have pos- 
sessed a par- 
tiality for 
murder, 
which must 
have been 
distinctly 
disquieting, 
to say the 
least of it. 
Now that it 
has come to 
a fight, a lot 
of old scores 
will be, 
doubtless 
wiped off.anc 
itis to be hoped the Matabcle will receive a lesson severe enough 
to prevent any further display of impidence. 

ss 


s 
Wr. think it only right to say that there is no truth in the 
rumour that either Mr. Grant Allen, Mr. James Payn, or Mr. 
George Meredith are about tocontribute to Zarke! Inthe opinion 
of all these gentlemen that bright ha’porth couldn't be improved 
upon, an ponon of opinion which we heartily indorse. What 

do you think? ee 
s 


JUDGING from recent cases, the noble science of garotting 
appears to be becoming popular again. A liberal dose of the cat 
to all the ruflians convicted will soon cast a danger over the 
threatened revival. ee 

s 


A HITHERTO unknown actress in America has adopted the name 
of Thalia. This idea pleases the Eminent immensely, and Mrs. 8. 
is thinking of calling herself Terpsichore, and manipulating the 
Serpentine dance at one or two of our principal Theatres of Variety. 
The Twina and Jubilee are also yearning for some name otherwise 
than their own, with which to startle the public. In fact, the 
whole Sloper family are going in for a course of classics. 

es 


s 

THE recent visit of the Russian Flect to Toulon afforded a 
humorous example of the Frenchman’s proneness to gush over 
everybody and 
everything. Even 
the coldness of the 
Czar'’s diplomatic 
telegram, in reply 
to that dispatched 
by President Car- 
not, could not 
damp the enthu- 
sinsm which every- 
where charncter- 
ised the welcome ; 
and the Russians 
must have had a 
high old time, 
which none of 
them are likely to 
forget in a hurry. 
It is reported, how- 
ever, that strict 
supervision was 
exercised over the 
morals of both 
ofticers. and men, 
who were forbid- 
den expressly to 
visit the Police 
Berges, or take 
part in the deli- 
rious delights of the Moulin Rouge. Wow many disobeyed the 
order, history sayeth not. 


(Saturday, November 4, 1893. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTSs. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE Wek EXpING lr Novemben, j- 2 
esate i Tne 

5th November, 1888.—Brewley, the man in chares 
Southend Pierhead, was this day the recipient ota hanes, 
and purse of £50, presented to him by the inhabitants of So: 
in recognition of his bravery in having saved hineteen people ; 
drowning at various times, ; aie ead 


oo 
Gth November, 1671.—Colley Cibber was born tuo 
Doran says: * Among them all, Cibber kept his own tothe, 
A short time before the lust hour arrived, Horace Walpole: | 
him on his birthday with »*Good morrow. and *Lam elad. 
see you looking so well.’ ‘Egad, sir!’ replied the old ‘ent a 
all_diamonded, and powdered. and danditied ; ‘at eighty-fou. 
Well for a man that he ean look at all.” And now he croes p 
dilly and crosses Albermarle Street, slowly but cheerfully, wis), 
eyeand a salutation for any pretty woman of his acquaintance. : 
a word for any ‘good fellow’ whose purse he has lightenrd o- Whi 
has lightened his at dice or whist. And so he turns into th. 1d 
cent square; and as his servant closes the door after adinitiias-« 
him. neither of them wots that the master has passed over. 
threshold for the last time a living mau.” 


—_SSs 
7th November, 1889.—<A newspaper of this date say. -~ \ 
amusing adventure lately befel a provincial schoulina-ter, \ 

came up to Paris for the purpose of visiting the Exhibition. ; 
arriving in the city he took a room in an hotel near the Coy; 
Markets, and ona chair near his bed he placed a portmante::.. 
fair size, in which there was a plump chicken, which he |, 
brouzht to Paris for his own use. In his anxiety to see the o. 
the schoolmaster walked out of his hotel without troublin:: })j:,.. 
about the address of the place. He wandered about thi 
nearly half the night looking for his hostelry, but had to giv.) 
the search at last and takea room in another establishment, 1).:. 
daysand three nights the schoolmaster was absent from his belo. 
ings, which, in the meantime, emitted an odour so unpleas:nt, ti: 
the suspicions of the hotel people were aroused, and they asked 1), 
nearest police inspector to step in and examine the luggaye, whic: 
they were sure had been deposited ip the hotel by a murderer, }.;. 
haps by ‘Jack l'Eventreur himself. The inspector came and <:\ 
the chicken, which was extremely high. and, after a day's sear’. 
the erring owner of the decaved farmyard fowl was discovered j, 
his new abode, and his long-lost property was restored to him.” 


8th November, 1763.—The * Annual Register,” under tii. 
date, says: “ Near Glasgow is a coal-pit which has been burnin: 
underground for some years, and near it is an old pit full of wate:, 
which, by the force of the fire, boils likea cauldron. Into th:- 
boiling pit a man fell in the darkness of the night,and when fou 
the next morning, was so boiled that, on taking him out, his tle-\: 
fell from his bones.” 


Oth November, 1838.—This day died Miss Whitehead, the 
“Bank Nun.” The execution of her brother for forgery turn 
her brain. She was well known in the City, where she daily waited 
for her brother at the door of the Bank. 


10th November, 1549,.—Paul III. died this day. To him i: 
due the institution of the Inquisition, by which so many atrocitivs 
were perpetrated. 


11th November, 1377.—The sea this day, overtlowing 1! 
dykes of Holland, covered seventeen villages, “ of which the churcl 
towers are to be seen still” (1810), 


BRAVO, BILLIAM! 


THE Friend of Man, three years ago, 
To William Higgins said, “Oho! 
You'll soon get into gaol, my child, 
If someone don't befriend you. 
I'll stop your plunging round, so wild, 
And to a night-school send you!” 


Rut William Higgins proved a sad, 
Sad failure as a night-sehool lad : 
He showed himself a hopeless dunce— 
His lessons all he “skimped” ‘ei, 
Yet of intelligence he once 
Displayed a wondrous symptom ! 


‘Twas when the tidings to him came 
Of Wilfrid Murray's far-spread fame, 
He heard how Wilfrid from the world 
Had fled, or toppled off it, 
Just like some evil spirit hurled 
Into the depths of Tophet. 


Bill’s eyes grew bright. “Were that queer fish 
Called Wilfrid Murray?) Then I wish 
His old hancestor, Lindley, 'd been 
The heroar of that drammer, 
An’ from this he'rth skedaddled clean 
Afore he writ his Grammar!" 


Eo, 


HE TURNED THE SUBJECT. 


Penheeker. Its funny what a difference there is between t)« 
novel of my youth and that of the present day. All the oi 
romances used to wind up by the hero and heroine marrying aut 
living happily ever after, but nowadays they commence wit! thr 
marriage and live mixera—shush! here comes Mrs. P. Yes. | 
think we shall have more rain. 

ee 


DEGREES OF STRENGTH. 


Port (reading his new epic to Friend). Rather a fine bit «! 
writing, thet, flatter myself. There’s some powerful langui:" 
there, e 

Friend. Just so, old chap, but not half as strong as your realers 
will make use of, in wager, 

a 


HE WAS ARTFUL. 
Mother. What, erying, my dear child?) What is the matt: 
Tell your mother? ‘ : . 
Dauyhter. It is nothing, mamma (sniff, sniff), only I've (#17) 
found out Charlie in an act of (eniff, sniff’) meanness 1 woul! 
not have believed (sxi/f) him capable of. 
Mother. Men are capable of anything, my dear; but what wis 
it? Tell meal! about it, my poor child. ns 
Daughter. Why, 1 have discovered why he urged me so stron: 
and persuaded me to be married on my birthday, it was in order ty 
make one present do for the two occasions ; wasn't it horrid: 
—— 


WHY NOT? 
In the ITotel Publie Drawing-roem, : 
Young Man (earnestly and anzioua), Do not speak to me : 
that. for Heaven's sake! It is too cruel! Can I never hope to 
any nearer to you? A 
Young Lady. Well, under the circumstances, it wouldnt ! 
proper, would it? 


Ewery Wednesday. Twopence.- 


JUDY. 


Ready November 18th. One Shilling. 


“ITA SOCIETY.” 


The Round Table Annual for 1804. 


r 


+ Saturday, Novembe: 4, 4893. | 
A NERVOUS NATION. 


tain journal asserts that the English are now a very nervous nation.] 


oy. cer 
ie Tne English. so we're told, 
1 Bote taht off Are not now half xo bold, 
we (th! Qaeb o As once they were in ev'ry rank 


“pes mertad’s 1S: and station, 


eae ‘Tis now said that, when 
= \egten alone, 

: They'll = tremble—ay, and 
monn, 


Because they have become a 
nervous nation. 


This, no doubt, is why we find 
That a man who out has 
, “dined” 
, Will approach his house with 
stealth and trepidation, 
And will tread with footsteps 
light, 
Lest he gives hia wifea fright, 
Since the English are a very 
nervous nation, 


Yet at bars will Britons stand 
Sampling Scotch of any 
brand— 
Yea, e’en the “Kill-at-forty- 
rods” potation. 
Now, as this doth, every day, 
Much courageousness display, 
The English can’t be adl a nervous nation, 
ee 


CELIA'S POEM. 

TueY loved. She with all the fervent intensity of sentimental 
-ven-and-twenty, he with a wild, passionate, unreasoning devotion 
orn of the knowledge that her pa intended to leave her twenty 
ousand when he shufiled off this mortal coil. 

Alas! ‘tis often thus, c 
ter name was Celia. She had a craze for poetry and a leaning 
wards sage-green gowns and wstheticism. Y 
His name was Arthur. He had a leaning towards Scotch whisky, 

\a craze for shell out and putting half-Collars on stiff ‘uns, 
What had they in common? 

We give it up. We're not good at conundrums at all. 

One day she expressed her intention of reading him her new pocm, 
She had threatened him with her verses before. 

Hut he had hitherto escaped. 

iv pleading pressing and immediate engagements. 

This time she would take no denial. 

Fearful of offending, he resigned himself to his fate. 
she commenced : 


’ 


“The autumn winds 
are sighing, 
And the sweet au- 
tumn leaves 
Are withering up aud 
dying 
And dropping from 
the trees.” 


Sue looked up for 
his approbation. 
With a gigantic 
rilort, he pulled 
himself together 
cud murmured 
~Heautiful!” She 
resumed : 


~ Tue mists are slowly 
yathering, 
The grass is old and 
worn, 
Tie swallow now is 
weathering 
Ju southern cli- 
mates warm.” 

iv was too faint to do more than smile fleetingly as she looked 
across at him again, but she went on unconscious of his agony : 

“There are no flowers to cheer us, 
‘The binds have ceass] their soug. 
Winter will soon be near u 
At least, it wou't be long.” 

Great beads of agony stgod out upon the strong man’s forehead. 
His heart beat in huge panting jerks, his breath came thick, his 
eveballs rolled wildly in their sockets. But she never even 
glanced at him, With her whole soul absorbed in the sweet poetic 
splendour of her work, she read on, dwelling lovingly upon the 
fine passages with all the true artisticappreciation of the beautiful : 

“The winter, coll and dreary, 
With all its slush and snow, 
Oh! how can anyone be cheery 
When its miscries we so Well know ?” 

With one wild, long, agonised shriek, the wretched man threw 
up his arms and fell fainting to the floor. 

He is now amusing himself with a little straw ina certain insti- 
tution at Exrlswood. 

Celia is still writing poems, and speculating how much it will 
cost her to publish them when she comes into that tweuty thousand, 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV." 
CLARE ELLENBY. 
THE sun no longer glints and 
glides 
Along the mountain's brow ; 
But there the white-robe 
snow-wrnaith bides, [thou. 
4 And all things change but 
For thou art ever fresh and 
fair, (Lady Clare! 
And sweet and young, O 
The leaves, that erst on moor 
‘2 and mound [bough, 
“4 Gleamed green upon the 
Now, soiled and browned, 
bestrew the ground ; 
And all things change but 
thou. ‘air, 
For thou art ever fresh and 
And sweet and young, O 
Lady Clare! 
Spring’s fairest growth—the 
benuteous lambs— 
ve trumped through 
slush and slough, 
Till they are rough, unhand- 
some rams, 
And all things change but 
thou. 
For thou art ever fresh and 
fair, 
And sweet and young, O 
Lady Clare! 
The castle walls are cracked and cleft ; 
The once lithe soplings bow ; 
Scarce one poor summer rose is left ; 
And all things change but thou. 
For thou art ever fresh and fair, 
And sweet and ycung, O Lady Clare! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


TUE SIAMESE LEGATION, 23 ASHBURN PLACE, 
Loxpon, SW. October 20th, 1893. 
Sin,—In the absence of Prince Chira, L beg to acknowledge the 
receipt of the “ Award of Merit” sent to him, which shall be for- 
warded at the earliest opportunity. 
lam, Sir, yours truly, L. C. BATEMAN. 


———__>- —. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 


No. 190.—HE Loses His PREHISTORICAL RENOWN IN 
THE IlisroricAL Town or RuGpy. 


Wuicit I wish to remark, and my meaning is plain, 
That for treating you well when you're riding by train, 
And for sparing you worry, vexation and trouble, you 
Won't tind any line like the L. & N.-W. 


So it cuts ALLY SLOPER, Exquire, to the quick, 
And it fills ALLY SLOPER with woe, 
That « tooth he must pull, and a bone he must pick, 
With the L. & N.-W. Co. 
They have robbed the poor wretch of his world-renowned fame, 
They have steeped him in oceans of anguish and shame, 
They have made him trot round as a nondescript fright, 
They have done him a wrong they can never put right! 


And this was the way it occurred : 
ALLY SLOPER, Esquire, having heard 
That his twins would be better in health 
If inhaling the Liverpool air, 
Swore to utilize part of his wealth 
And his time in conveying them there. 
So the platform at Euston one fine afternoon 
Was bedizened with garland, and wreath, and festoon ; 
And the porters were dre: 
In their Sundayest best, 
As they cheered and applauded again and again 
As the Fossil fared forth by the two o'clock train. 


When the train got to Rugby, A. SLOPER got out, 
For his throat was as dry as a lime-burner's clog ; 
Bat, before he had finished his quantum of grog, 
He heard a loud whistle, » rush, and a shout, 
And the train and the twins to the northward were flying, 
And the Wreck on the platform at Rugby was crying ! 


Now you say, gentle reader, it’s past your conceiving 

How the L. & N.-W.'s to blame fdr the leaving 

Of SLoPER behind! Youare right! you are right! 

"Tis a deadlier grievance tills SLOPER with spite. 

For the porters at Rugby all saw very plain 

He was gampless and hatless when leaving the train, 

And, on hearing him yell for a gallon of gin, 

They should surely have known, ere the Rocep could go in, 
That the train would go out: and should therefore have ta’en 
Him his famous umbrella and tile from the train! 


But they didn't. So SLOPER oe d angrily claim 
That the L. & N.-W. have robbed him of fame, 

Since through Rugby two hours he was destined to tramp 
Ina Smith § Co.'s cap and without any gamp!!! 


Ewery Thursday. One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
SIXTEEN PAGES. 


CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 


989 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


THE STRIKE CURE. 

[A correspondent of a Northampton paper says that “if every working man 
had a pile and would read it every day, strikes would svon be a thing of the 
past”?! 

Now, fellow-workmen, let us cease 
Our high rebellious notions, 
And strongly strive to hush to peace 
Each bursting heart's emotions. 
Though Hunger’s teeth our forms may grind, 
Our ravings let us quit, 
And for our woes a solace find 
In reading Holy Writ! 


The bread and warmth we cannot give 
Our wives and children crave ; 

And we, who wish our loved to live, 
At our employers rave. 

Oh, let our sin be justly loathed ! 
We ought at home to sit, 

And keep our darlings fed and clothed 
By reading Holy Writ! 


Yes, let the Sacred Book be read 
In cheerless homes each day ; 

And, when the workiug man lies dead, 
His master then may say : 

“Nay, he was happy! See the smile 
That o'er his face doth flit. 

No grief was his—he perished while 
Perusing Holy Writ!” 


—_——__>———_ 


AN AWFUL BLUNDER. 


THEY had quarrelled, and he had left her with an angry word 
upon his lips—four angry words, to correct, with a lot of 
rules to represent deliberate desperation in between, like this: 
* Good—bai—for—ev-er!” He had torn himself from her presence, 
and now came the horrid news that she had taken an overdose o 
chlorodyne. It was too much, that her death—she so young and 
so irritatingly benutiful—should lie at his door; that night he 
apy ste in a twelve-and-sixpenny revolver and blew out his 

raius, 

Poor—poor young fellow! More particularly as, on the follow- 
ing morning, she recovered. And she is well-nigh distracted, poor 
girl, because she cannot tell him that she took it to cure her tooth- 
ache—which the chemist said proceeded more from a disordered 
stomach than any particular molar—and certainly not for love of a 
man she “didn't care that” for. 

“J die?” she said to her sweetest girl friend; “why, I couldn't 
do it for anything, dear—more especially since it would be so 
awfully embarrassing to meet him again, in the happy hunting 
grounds, so soon after a very awkward affair!" 

Oh, girls! Well, ain't they? 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Box inc Gloves: Packing gloves ina box. 

WHEN js Terry's Theatre like the Egyptian Hall?—When there 
are Miss-Steer-ious performances there, 

WHEN the weather-prophet looks at the sky he has a cast in his 
eye. We mean a fore-cast. 

Y. Distinguish brietiy between a mountainous district of England 
and a man suffering from effects of over-drinking. 24. "Ils and 
dales : ales and (d)ills. 


— x tay 


4 4 ae 
Eh ALES sean LAB sh 


351 


A ROMANCE OF THE “LAUGHING SAL.” 


(A TALE OF THE CALM CANAL.) 
aa 
CHAPTER VIIL. 
CAPTAIN BRADLEY found that his idea of the circumstances 
He learned that 


surrounding a lost baby were altogether wrong. 
a child need not 
necessarily be oa 
marchioness — be- 
cause it was found 
inacanal, nor that 
it must necds have 
wicked uncles to 
have got itself in 
such an uncom. 
fortable scrape, 
The parents had 
mourned their 
baby as drowned, 
and their joy at 
its recovery made 
them overlook the 
miser: Captain 
Bradley's mis- 
takes in the realins 
of romance had 
entailed upon 
then. They saw 
the child had been 
well cared — for, 
and all else was 
forgotten and for- 
given. 

Another blow to 
Captain Bradley's 
romance was that 
there was no 
strawberry mark 
on the baby to lead 
to its identifica- 
tion. That important matter was, to some extent, accomplished by 
mens of the clothes, and was further perfected by a prosaic wart 
on the baby's left shoulder as well as a bruised toe, cnused by tho 
fall of a tlatiron which baby had been nursing as a doll some time 
before its immersion. 

These things were undoubtedly shocks to Captain Bradley, but 
they were as nothing to the chill which came on his heart when he 
realised that the parents proposed to take away the child with 
them, and so leave his home desolate. He felt that this would 
prove the most revere blow of all. 

Captain Bradley remonstrated with the parents upon their 
decision. 

“You see,” said he, “you have got other children, and you can't 
want so many. You could spare this one.” 

“We couldn't spare one, not if there were a dozen more, could 
we, Jack?” said the mother of the marchioness to her husband, 

“Narry a 
one,” said Jack, 
briefly. 

Jack was a 
man of few 
words by habit, 
and a_ brick- 
layer by pro- 
fession, which 
—last = fact— 
was another 
severe blow to 
a section of the 
three volume 
novel — which 
the owner of 
the Laughing 
Sal had com. 
piled. 

“You see, we 
love them all,” 
said the bright 
little woman ; 
“and though it 
is a tight to 
feed ‘em, and a 
trouble to keep 
em from stray- 
ing and falling 
into canals, and 
being run over by butchers’ carts and sich like, we are willing to 
do it, ain't we, Jack /” 

“We are,” said Jack. : 

“So, you see, we couldn't do it, Captain Bradley, on any con- 
sideration. We're obliged to you all the same, and will be always 
grateful, won't we, Jack?” 

“We will.” ae 

“ An’ welll pay you for the clothes you have given her. ' 

“You won't,” said Captain Bradley, abruptly. “Take ‘em all 
away, they belong to the marchioness. 1 won't take a blesyed 
penny for ‘em.” ee 

“Thank vou kindly, sir. : re 

And sy the marchioness was carried away, and without her tho 
house was lonely. Captain Bradley felt: that something had zons 
out of his life. He had associated the cosy little cottage with the 
marchioness and with Mary, but now that the child was gone he 
felt a sense of loneliness, 
and he began to think 
too, that he had married 
Mary under false pre- 
tences. He made no pro- 
fession of love towards 
her, and he had adim idea 
that she had partly 
married him because of 
the child. F 

One day Captain 
Bradley suddenly said to 
Mary, “Do you know, 
Mary, I think I'madarned 
fool.” 


The Marchioness was carried away. 
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Regrets. 


“T don’t see any reason 
for thinking that, Josiah.” 

“Well, Lam. Didnt I 
marry you?” 

“Well, I don’t see that 
that was very fuolish.” 

‘But it was! You 
wouldn't have done it but 
for the marchioness |” 

“Yes, I would, Josh.” 

“But the baby is away 
now and youare regretting 
it’ 


“No, Tam not, Josh. 
There's another baby com- 
ing 
Captain Bradley looked 
with a solid stare. 
“Yes.” said) Mary, as 
she turned into the cottage door, “and it will be ours this time.” 
Captain Bradley slapped a solid hand on his equally solid: thigh 
and remarked, * Well, bin sormed 1" 
The captain is now comforted, 
Tur Exp. 


Well, Pin orto 2" 


353 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. CABBY KNEW HIS FARE. 


[Saturday, November 4, 1893, 


“Dou't be snoring there, Daniel, get up. Tm po. 
there's a strange man downstairs.” “Qui ry Mio 
nan in pos-eshun ; let ‘im in meself.” aaa 


No, 352.--Mason Ti Len, F.O.S, 


oA yy 
; ‘ny! 
“Descendant of a noble race, Ancestor of Wat Tyler. Or ay. 


eons other fellow, Don't care a rap who, Built the Bastille, Pai’ stent ro , I—haw—want you to drive me home, cabby, you kuow my ad:dress, A (K)NIGHT-MARE. 

Not an Paris, Lut in London. Was possibly at the storming Cabby, Certainly, sir. Black to move, and sudden deat aT, 

of the renowned prison, Anyhow, knows a lot about it. Infor- Swell (surprised). Haw—where is it ? N.B.—He complained ov id jail a 
ination may be second hand. Anyway, it is first class. Has Cabby. Zoological Gardens, to be sure. In you get, sir. beyore he went to bel, Boe 


lwen introduced to the Prince of Wales. And his son, Tossed 

them for drinks, And lost, Has never recovers from the Lydy 

Was born in this country. Talks the English language. Ang 

several other languages. Bad, good and indifferent, The former A M 0 R A L L E Ss S oO N . 

predominates, Likes a joke. But prefers a drink. Has a fond- —_— 

ws for prison life. But bas never been in gaol. Hopes never ~ at 

te gothere. But we never know our luck. Has seen plenty of 
_tervice, Hut not domestic. Could have been a general. But 

was not taking any, Is fond of the British Isles, Preferring 

seotlind, Because of its whisky. Nota bad judge. But is no 

Lawyer, Chi because of his Bastille he was created F.O.S., 

and the *sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him October ith, 

1893." — Debrett Improved. 


: a 
foe hy 
taste 


= 


" O1) The Rer, Hovwling-Skin flint. Yours must be a truly hard lot, William; and yet an dimarnds a bob extry, and they mostly pays up d'reckly, so pr'ans yout take and 
you ever wear a smiling aspect, and appear to be fat and contented. The secret of plank down yourn, sharp! Wot! Yer won't, won't yer ?——(3) “Then bup coms 
your serenity woukl doubtless convey a valuable moral lesson. Bill Duekfoot. Whoy, the ‘centre-board !° Haw, haw, haw !——(4) “Then, yer see, mister, I take> ar! 


as to that, sir, it dx, in a manner o° speakin’. The secret on it lays in ‘avin’ this'ere —_ tows ‘em ashore, and next time they comes along they hacts reasonable! > here 
yot constrncticated on the “centre-board” plan. You step aboari, and I'll soon learn ain't nothink ekal to a ‘centre-board' for turnin’ a honest: penny at my iob, and - 1 
yer the haction on it.—-(2) “ Yer sce, when | gits my fares out in mid stream I hup tell yer!” (The reverend yentleman’s opinion ts unfit for publication. 


SOLD AGAIN. GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED, NOT TAKING ANY. 


; ; Ai. Now, do you really think, Gussy, you're happicr than in 
aS your bachelor days? 


#-, Rather! Why, iff1 was left a widower this very day I'd 
marry again to-morrow. 


He (speaking of trains), Well, ucat, shall we take the one \ i UAT : | “Tsay, this hat I got at the soirée last nicht ts 
at two or the—— 7 Ue She small, and I see yours is a size too large— let's = 
Bland Manager. There, Miss Fitzroy, you asked for a fizzing Me (thinking, as usual, of hats) Yes. darling; the one at Claudine. “Oh, I daresay, this big ‘un for that little ‘un— 


you like it?” 
Lonion: Printed at the Camden Press, 110 High Street, N.W., and Publishel by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “Zhe Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, E.C.—Saturday, November 4, 1893, 


BPL 


dre-s in the new picce so I've given you one with a head on. two guineas will just suit me beautifully, I'm sure. 


